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“*Sold an article on hunting to 
‘Outdoor Life’’ for $400—that makes 
1400 from them, plus two stories to 
‘The Trapper,’‘ and several to other 
en’s magazines. The time put in on 
your course was the most valuable | 
ever spent.’'—Ray Beck, Knox, Pa. 
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Make Money 
Writing 
Stories, Articles, TV Scripts 


Have you ever had an urge to write? Have 
you or friends had interesting experiences or 
ideas about people, places, hobbies, sports, 
business or social activities, that might make 
interesting stories or articles for magazines, 
trade and club publications, etc.? 
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makes it easier than you may imagine to learn 
—for NOT just ove field of writing but for all: 
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cessful graduates and its accreditation by The 
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would like to commend my fine, sympathetic 
instructor.”—-William J. Clancy, Prescott, Ariz. 
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"Your simple, direct approach to the prob- 
lems that.confrone a writer, how to meet these 
problems, recognize a story idea, plan and finish 
the story were of enormous value to me.”— 
J. Graham Doar (Author of “The Outer 
Limit”), Gearhart, Oregon. 


Free Sample Lesson Shows How to Learn 
at Home for Part or Full Time Career 

So you can see for yourself how you may 
cash-in on the opportunities, we will send you 
free a typical lesson package and our 40-page 
book, showing how we help new writers get 
started and established writers get into big pay 
fields. 

Frankly, we make this offer to show you 
how interesting and helpful our training is so 
you will want to get started earning extra 
money or enjoying the independence and free- 
dom of a full-time writing career. No obliga- 
tion; no salesman will call. Send vow before 
you forget! 


Palmer Institute of Authorship 
Only School of Writing Accredited 
by National Home Study Council 


Since 1917 


Approved 
1680 N. Sycamore for 
Desk AG-1I9 Veterans 
HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 

Mail This Coupon or Send Postcard 
ee Palmer Institute of Authorship | 
: 1680 N, Sycamore 
| Hollywood 28, Calif., Desk AG-19 | 
| Please send me free lesson package and  40-page | 

book, explaining how you help pew writers get 
l started and experienced writers increase their income, | 
LN 


$1400 FROM OUTDOOR LIFE | 


a a a i a te I i 


JANUARY 1959 HENRY STEEGER, Editor 


ARGOSY _—CCV. 


THE LARGEST SELLING FICTION-FACT MAGAZINE FOR MEN : 


ALDEN H. NORTON, Executive Editor 
BERNARD WHITE, Art Director 


Fiction Editor, BRUCE CASSIDAY 
Outdoors Editor, HAL STEEGER 

Special Features, M. GRAVES 

Picture Editor, MILT MACHLIN 

Gun and Hunting Editor, PETE KUHLHOFF 
Boating Editor, ERIC NYBORG  ~ 

Fishing Editor, LARRY KOLLER 

Cards Editor, ALFRED SHEINWOLD 

Hi-Fi and Records Editor, ARTHUR J. SASSO 
Automotive Editor, J, EDWARD SCHIPPER 
Sports Car Editor, RALPH STEIN 


Non-Fiction Editor, J. PAVINCICH 
Associate Editor, M. MOCHRIE 
Associate Editor, PAUL BALLOT 

Menswear Editor, GERALD McCANN 
Cartoon Editor, DORIS SCHWARTZ 
Assistant Editor, M. S. FINN 

Assistant Editor, $. VAN STEENBURGH 
Assistant Editor, A. N. DUVAL 

_ Assistant Editor, L. B. TOMPKINS 
Assistant Art Director, MORTON MACE 
Art Assistants, JACK LEVINE, D. KLUGA 


CONTENTS 


articles: 


ARTHUR GODFREY BLASTS OFF ON AIR POWER 
WHAT’S HAPPENED TO THE FIGHT GAME? 
LAS VEGAS ON A SHOESTRING oe 
OUT OF THIS WORLD! 2... 1 ee ee 
CLOUD BUSTER a 
THE CASE OF THE JUGGED SENORITA . . . 
‘THE KILLERS: THE GREENLEASE KIDNAP CASE 
THE SECRET OF SAVING 


Lester Dayid 19 

a Tony Zale 25 

. Alfred Sheinwold 30 
. Jules B. St. Germain 34 
. Martin Caidin 42 
Farrell Cross 5&0 
Mark Sufrin 58 
Martin Mayer 62 


fiction: 


THE DEVIL’S TOWER... 
THE PIRATE OF PROSPECT PARK Fs 
BOY SCOUT OF COMPANY B . . . . ee ee 
TRAINING CAMP CHAMP... . . 


» » Robert Edmond Alter 22 
Basil Heatter 28 
Robert Casemore 40 
Jack Ritchie 52 


picture stories: 


PICTURES FROM ‘THE GRAVE 
THE GIRL FROM HONG KONG . soe ee 
WILDERNESS PATROL ©. 6. eee et 


. Stefan Korbonski 36. 
Martin Scott 46 
Gil Paust 54 


features: 


HUNTING WITH BUNNIES ae Harry Steeger a 
IT’S IN THE CARDS . . . . ee eee <Alfred Sheinwold 8 
DON’T FALL FOR BATTERY FAKES . . . . J. Edward Schipper 10 
TRIGGER TIPS : Pete Kuhlhoeif 60 
BODY ENGLISH. . . . 


. Gene Longtine 95 
' 
departments: 
IT’S NEWS TO MEN... . 9 GUN TIPS .. 2. ew ee OT 
WHAT’S NEW INMUSIC . . . 14 YOU AND YOUR CAR . . . 75 
BACK TALK... . . . 15 HUNTING AND FISHING . . 83 
FOR THE SKIPPER . . . . 16 MOVIE OF THE MONTH... 913 


CLOTHES TALK ... . . . 67 STOP TO SHOP . . . | + 


Cover Painting by Robert Meyers 


VOLUME 348 NUMBER 1 
a a 
Any resemblance between any character in fictional matter and any person, living or dead, is entirely colncidental and unintentional ~ 
Associate Publisher, THOMAS F. HARRAGAN 


Advertising Manager, HERBERT J. DONOHOE Stop to Shop Editor, t. HEADLEY 


Production Manager, P. J, GLEASON F i Newsstand Sales Manager, IRA J, MOSHIER 
Promotion and Research Manager, D, U. MEEHAN Subscription Manager, JOSEPH MUCCIGROSSO 


CHANGE OF ADDRESS: POSTMASTER—Please mail form 3579 notices to Popular 
Publications, Inc., 205 East 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y. 


ARGOSY is published once a month by Popular Publications, Inc., at McCall Street, Dayton 1, Ohio. Executive, 
editorial and subscription offices 205 Bast 49nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. Henry Steeger, President, John J. 
McVarish, Treasurer. Second-class postage paid at Dayton, Ohio. Authorized as second-class matter by the Post 
Office Department, Ottawa, Canada. Copyright, 1953 by Popular Publications, Inc. This issue is published 
simultaneously in the Dominion of Canada. Copyrigat under International Copyright Convention and Pan- 
American Copyright Conventions. All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part, 
in any form. Price 35¢ a copy, $4.00 a year in U. S.. U. S. possessions, and Canada; $5.00 a year in all other 
countries. When submitting manuscripts enclose stamped self-addressed envelope for their return if found 
unacceptable. Care will be exercised in the handling of unsolicited manuscripts, but no responsibility for their 
veturn is assumed. Title registered in U. S. Patent Office. Printed in the U.S.A. 


MEMBER AUDIT BUREAU OF CERCULATIONS 


Training Camp 
Champ 


A training camp is no place for a grudge fight. 
Especially when the principals are the Big Man himself— 
the Champ—and a very battered 


has-been with nothing more than good intentions . . » 


and one last Sunday punch 


Wie the rain stopped, I put on my jacket and stood at the door of the screened porch. 
“Tm going to town,” I said. 

The Champ lowered the magazine he was reading. “Keep your hands off my car.’ 

“Now, Champ,” I said. “I can drive all right in the country and in small towns. It’s just when I 
have to go in city traffic that I get confused.” 

Eli Struther was at a small table playing solitaire. “Take my car, Gillie,” he said. 

I put on my cap. “Thanks, Eli. But I was going to walk, anyway, for the exercise. T was ‘just ex: 
plaining to the Champ so that he wouldn’t have to be worried about me driving his car.” 

The Champ turned a page of his magazine and didn’t say anything. 

“Get me a couple of cigars, will you, Gillie?” Eli said. 

“Sure, Eli,” I said. “D’ll be glad to.” - 

Outside it was still damp, but the air felt good on my face and I breathed real deep while I walked | 
down the long driveway. 

I was almost to the gravel road leading to town when the girl came out of the woods, 

She was around twenty-two or -three, J guess, and she had light brown hair and blue eyes. I’d seen 
her around the place before, but never close enough to talk to. 

“Hello,” I said. 

She stopped and waited. “Are you one of the people at the lodge?” Her voice was kind of quiet. 

“That’s right,” I said. “It’s a training’ camp and the Champ is training for his fight with Ed 
Murdock. The Champ is Al Haggert, and he’s real fast.” (Continued on page 80) 


ILLUSTRATED BY BOB ABBOTT 


When he said that about Jenny, suddenly I didn’t give a damn. I smashed him hard. 
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Training Camp Champ Continued from page 52 


She thought a little while. “Are you a 
fighter, too?” 

“Well,” I said. “I used to be, but now 
I'm a sparring partner.” I cleared my 
throat. “I’m a trainer and second, too, 
mostly. I just spar with the Champ when 
the reporters from the newspapers are 
around. The Champ knocked me down 
twice yesterday.” 

Her eyes were serious. “It’s not nice to 
hit people.” 

I looked at the woods for a while. “Max 
Jennings is the Champ’s manager,” I said. 
“And Eli Struther is a regular sparring 
partner and so is Ken Jacobs.” 

There was a little breeze blowing and 
she put up the collar of her raincoat. “I’m 
going now,” she said. “Good-bye.” 

“It’s been nice to meet you,” I said. 
“My name is Gillie Williams.” 

She turned and went back into the woods 
down a small path. : 

I watched her go and then started for 
town again. 

When I got back, there was a card game 
going in the main room of the lodge. The 
Champ was playing, and Max, and Eli, and 
Mr. Hanson who owns the lodge. 

“I got your cigars, Eli,” I said. “I didn’t 
forget.” 

Max has hard-looking eyes. “Well, goody 
for you,” he said. 

Eli took the cigars. “Thanks, Gillie.” 

I stood behind Eli and watched him 
play. “I met a girl in the driveway,” I 
said. “I mean, she was a woman.” 

“Jenny,” Mr. Hanson said. 

The Champ grinned at him. “That’s the 
half-wit? The one you keep in the attic?” 

Mr. Hanson got red, but said nothing. 

“She was real pretty,” I said. “I saw her 
in the driveway and then she went into 
the woods.” 

The Champ looked at me. “I’m begin- 
ning to think it wasn’t the punches with 
you, Gillie. You just didn’t have much to 
start with.” 

“I was too slow,” I said. “That was my 
trouble. But I could punch. Everybody 


said I could, didn’t they, Eli? And I could 
take a punch, too.” ; 

“Sure, Gillie,” Eli said, 

“I was on the main event once in Cin- 
cinnati,” I said. “I got cut. Otherwise J 
could of gone ten rounds.” 

“Tell me again,” the Champ said. “1 
haven’t heard it since yesterday.” 

“Gillie,” Eli said. “Would you go into 
the kitchen and get me an apple?” 

“Sure, Eli,” I said. “I’d be glad to.” 

Around one o'clock, the sun came out, 
and I took the cover off the outdoor ring. 

The Champ went two rounds with Ken 
Jacobs and he took it easy. When Eli 
climbed into the ring for his turn, the 
wooden stands on two sides of the ring had 
about a hundred people in them. They pay 
a dollar each and they can watch the 
Champ spar. Maybe they can even get the 
Champ to autograph something. 

Eli says he’s thirty-five, but I think he’s 
a lot older. He used to be a top man in 
his division, but he never got a chance at 
the title until real late, and he was knocked 
out in the twelfth. : 

A car pulled into the lot behind the 
stands and three reporters that I knew got 
out just as Eli and the Champ began spar- 
xing. There wasn’t much action and the 
Champ looked like he wasn’t trying. 

At the end of the round the Champ saw 
the reporters and waved. 

When he came out for the second round 
he really poured it on. Eli took most of 
the punches on his arms and shoulders and 
he slipped a lot, too, but every once in a 
while one would get through and he’d 
have to clinch. ; 

Eli came back to the corner when the 
bell sounded and I talked to him. “Eli,” I 
said. “He left himself open a lot.” 

Eli smiled. “Did he, Gillie?” 

“Sure,” I said. “You could of clipped 
him. Not too hard, I mean. Just so he'll 
leam. You wouldn’t want to cut him or 
something just before the big fight.” 

Eli grinned. “That’s right, Gillie.” 

The Champ walked across the ring. “Get 
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“He doesn’t usually carry on like this.” 


into your trunks, Gillie. We'll go a couple 
of rounds.” , 

“All right, Champ,” I said. “Right away.” 

Eli and the Champ looked at each other 
and the Champ’s face got hard. “You 
don’t have to like it, Eli,” he said. “I don’t 
pay you for that.” He turned back to me. 
“Get moving, Gillie.” 

I changed up at the lodge and went out 
to the ring again. Eli acted as my second 
and he laced my gloves. 

“Don’t try any stand-off boxing,” he 
said. “Stay in close and hang on.” 

“T have to make a fight of it, Eli,” I said. 
“I can’t just clinch. That wouldn’t be 
honest.” . 

When the bell rang, the Champ came 
out fast. He threw two lefts that stung my 
face and he chopped with a right. I tried 
to tie him up so that I could think over 
how to get started, but he backed away and 
hit me pretty hard. 

When I finally got in close, I went for 
the body, but he took the punches on his 
arms and pushed me away. 

The Champ buried a hard left in my 
middle and when my shoulder dropped, he 
put over a right that made my knees buckle. 


Bete the end of the round, he caught 
me on the forehead with a hard hook. 
I was wearing headgear, but I could feel 
the scar tissue underneath it split. 

When I got to my corner Eli took of my 
headgear and treated the cut. Then he 
began taking off my gloves. 

The Champ came across the ring and he 
looked mad. “He’s got another round to go.” 

Eli looked up. “He’s cut and that puts a 
stop to this. We’re in a training camp, not 
fighting for the title.” 

They looked at each other hard again, 
then the Champ shrugged and walked off. 

When Eli and I walked back to the 
lodge, I spoke to him. “You shouldn’t of 
stopped it, Eli. I could of gone on. I was 
a lot worse than this in Cincinnati before 
they stopped it.” 

He patted my shoulder. “Sure, Gillie.” 

The Champ and Max and the reporters 
came into the lodge a little later and I 
fixed drinks. I do that pretty good because 
I follow what Eli has typed out for me. 

One of the reporters was Fred Hadley, 
and after he tasted his drink he said to the 
Champ, “What are you waiting for? Jed 
Kelly to die of old age?” 

“I let Max do the arranging for me,” 
the Champ said. 

“Murdock’s lost three out of his last 
five,” Hadley said. “I’m surprised the Com- 
mission okayed this.one as a championship 
fight. Kelly’s the logical contender.” 

Max just smiled and smoked his cigar. 

“The Champ ‘don’t duck anybody,” I 
said. 

“I don’t notice him straining to get into 
the same ring with Kelly,” Hadley said. 

“He can take care of Kelly or anybody 
else,” I said. “And twice on Sundays.” 

The Champ looked at me. “Why don’t 
you shut up?” 

He reached across the table for the bot- 
tle and poured himself a drink. 

“Champ,” I said. “You're in training and 
youre not supposed to drink.” 


The Champ’s eyes got real mad. “Get 


the hell out of here.” 


I went outside and walked around the 
property for a while and when I got to the 
place where the woods started, I saw Mr. 
Hanson’s daughter, Jenny, picking flowers. 

She looked at my face. I saw you fight- 
ing and you got hurt.” 

“It wasn’t much,” I said. 

“I don’t think you ought to fight,” she 
said. “You don’t have to, do you?” 

“Well, no,” I said. “I guess not. But if 
I don’t stay in the fight game, I wouldn’t be 
near the people I know. They're all my 
friends.” 

She looked down at the ground. “I don’t 

have any friends. Not even my sisters when 
I was a little girl. They said I was too slow 
about everything.” 
_ We didn’t say anything for a while. We 
just. listened to all the different kinds of 
birds that were in the woods and then she 
showed me some flowers she’d picked. 

I thought a while and then I said. “Would 
you like to go to the show with me to- 
night? Eli would let me borrow his car.” 

She looked away. “I don’t like to go to 
town much. People say things right out 
loud and I feel so bad that sometimes I cry.” 

“Nobody will say anything while I’m 
there, Jenny,” I said. 

She looked at her bouquet for a while. 
“Tf you really want me to, I'll go to the 
show with you.” 

When I got back to the lodge, the re- 
porters were gone and Max and the Champ 
were sitting at the table with the bottle 
between them. 

Max’s face was sweating and red and he 
talked loud. “When they get to the top 
they always think they did it alone. They 
think their fists are their brains.” 

The Champ talked loud, too. “I suppose 
you're the one who gets in the ring and 
does the fighting?” 

“I’m the one who gets you the easy 
touches’ and keeps stalling off the good 
boys. You haven’t met five real fighters 
since you put on the gloves.” 

J went up to the table. “I don’t think 
we should argue,” I said. “We're all a team 
and each one of us has his job to do.” 

The Champ looked at me. “You got any- 
thing else bright to say?” 

“No, Champ,” I said. I stood there and 
they both looked at me and it made me 
feel funny, so I went upstairs. 


li let me borrow his car and I promised 

to take care of it real good. 

When Jenny. got in the car, 
“You’re looking very pretty.” 

Color came to her face. “I don’t dress up 
much and maybe I don’t have much style.” 

“You' ve got plenty of style, Jenny,” I 
said. “You’re real modern.” 

I drove slow and careful to town and 
concentrated on my driving. 

In the center of town I looked for a park- 
ing space. There was one about a block 
from the-movie house, but it looked kind of 
small to me and I was going to pass it up 
because I need a lot of room when I try 
to park. 

But Jenny pointed to it, 
place,” she said. 

“Oh, yes,” I said. “I see it.” I slowed 
up the car and stopped just ahead of the 
.. space. I wiped my hands on my trousers 
_ and then backed up and turned in. 

It went.real smooth and I didn’t have to 
' go-back. and ‘forth-or anything. 

Jenny's v voice: sounded like she was ad- 


I said, 


“There’s a 


miring me. “You parked so nice and easy.” 

“Well,” I said, “it takes a sort of knack.” 

We got out and I put Jenny’s hand in 
mine and we walked toward the theater. 

Just ahead of us there was a drugstore 
and a half a dozen guys were leaning 
against the window. 

Jenny slowed down when she saw them 
and I could feel her hand get tight. She 
was scared, 

The guys at the drugstore straightened 
up when they saw us and they started grin- 
ning and poking elbows at each other. 

I stopped Jenny and squeezed her hand. 
Then I went on alone and walked up to the 
biggest one and stood in front of him, 


e must have seen what was in my eyes 

because he stopped smiling. It looked 

like he was going to get mad and say some- 

thing nasty, but I guess he decided it 

would be better not to. He looked away. 

I looked at the others, one at a time, and 
then I turned and went back for Jenny. 

We walked right by them and they were 
quiet and they didn’t smile. 

We had popcorn and ice cream and the 
show was a double feature. When we got 
out around eleven, it was clear and warm. 

Jenny kind of whispered. “I’m happy.” 
It sounded like she wasn't sure it could 
happen. 

I saw a dozen people Aes to our parked 
car and when we got there I saw that an- 
other car had locked bumpers with ours and 
was trying to get loose. 

I held up my hand. “Hold it, mister. 
Tl jump on the bumpers and we'll get 
loose that way.’ 

And then I saw that Mr. Hanson was in 
the driver’s seat and the Champ was his 
passenger. 

Mr. Harison stopped his motor and got 
out. He was pretty unsteady and he had 
to use the car to hold himself up. “This pile 
of junk bumped into me.” 

“Now, Mr. Hanson,” I said. “How could 
that happen when it was just parked there? 
And it isn’t junk, Mr. Hanson. It’s Eli’s car 
and he takes good care of it.” 

The Champ got out of the car, too, and 
he had to lean on the open door. 

Mr, Hanson swayed and I had to steady 
him. “Say, Champ,” he said, “meet the 
daughter I keep in the attic.” 

The Champ looked at Jenny and he 
grinned in a funny way. “Maybe there’s 
not much upstairs, but that doesn’t matter 
when she’s got looks like that.” 

He put his hand on Jenny’s arm and 
pulled her toward him. Jenny’s face was 
pale and she was scared again. 

“Champ,” I said. “Take your hand off 
her arm.” 

He kept his grin, but it didn’t go to his 


. eyes. “Who do you think you’re talking 


to, you round-heeled punk?” 

He shouldn’t have said that. Not in front 
of Jenny. 

I took a deep breath and then hit him 
hard. He fell back into the arms of one of 
the men who was watching. The man held 
him for a second, his mouth open like he 
was surprised, and then he lowered the 
Champ to the sidewalk, 

Everybody stood quiet and watched 
while I climbed on top of the locked bump- 
ers and jumped on. them until they were 
free. Then I put Jenny in our car and we 
went back to the lodge. 

After I put the car in the garage, I 
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walked Jenny back to the house behind the 
lodge where Mr. Hanson lived, 

Jenny’s face was still white in the moon- 
light. “Sometimes I wish my father really 
kept me in the attic. I wouldn’t have to 
see anyone or have them talk about me.” 

I touched her cheek. “Just wait and soon 
nobody will ever say anything about you 
that isn’t nice. Nobody at all.” 

After she went into the house, I walked 
back to the lodge slow in the moonlight 
and I thought of how people treat each 
other. I looked up at the stars and asked 
that things should turn out right for Jenny. 

In the morning when I got up to wash 
for breakfast, Eli was just finishing. 

His smile was sad. “Gillie,” he said, “if 
I were you, I think I’d leave. What you 
did to the Champ last night is getting 
around fast.” 

“No, Eli,” I said. “I’m going to stay for 
a little while yet. If I’m not already fired.” 

“1 don’t think so, Gillie,’ Eli said. “The 
Champ would like to make up for what 
happened in some other way. Some way 
that gives him more pleasure.” He watched 
me shave, “If it’s money, Gillie, I think 
I could spare a hundred.” 

“No,” I said. “I got money. I saved and 
I’ve got bonds, too. I just got to stay be- 
cause there’s something I have to do so 
that everybody will look up to me and 
never say anything against Jenny.” 

By noon the Champ was feeling well 
enough to eat something, He didn’t say 
anything to me, but from the way he looked 
at me, I knew that he was thinking about 
last night. 

At three in the afternoon when he was 
ready to spar, there were four hundred 
people in the stands and I guess most of 
them were from. town. 

I was Eli’s second and so I started fitting 
on his headgear, but I took my time. 

The Champ climbed into the ring and 
walked over to us. His eyes were hard. 

“Get into your trunks, Gillie,” ‘he said. 
“Two rounds. That’s all I want.” 

Eli sighed and got off the stool. When 
he unzipped the bag I’'d brought along and 
saw the gloves, he wrinkled his forehead 
and looked at me. “Man,” he said. “These 
are six-ounce.” 


“There’s a pair there for the Champ, 


too,” I said. “And tell him I’m not wearing 
headgear.” 
When Eli did that, the Champ looked 


across the ring. He smiled in a tight way 


and had his headgear taken off. 
Eli talked to Max for a while and then 


Max sent in Ken Jacobs to act as a referee. 
I don’t think Max wanted to have one at all. 

At the bell, the Chamip came out tapping 
his gloves together and there was a satisfied 
light in his eyes. 

I waited for him to come to me, and 
then I put out a straight left that caught 
him in the mouth. His face got red because 
he was so mad, and he bored in, throwing 
punches for the body. Some of them were 
low, but Ken didn’t do anything about it. 

The Champ and I stood with our heads 
on each other’s shoulders and pounded. 


e broke first and backed away. He 
hitched up his trunks and then threw 
a long right that got me on the cheekbone. 

I came in low, trying to crowd him into 
the ropes. I got him into a corner and 
landed a few good punches. 

The Champ clinched and butted me. 
The half-healed cut over my eyebrow split 
open and blood began trickling down. 

The Champ concentrated on getting at it 
with long rights until the bell. 

In my corner, Eli got to work. “Gillie,” 
he said, “it was a good round for you and 
you surprised me. But don’t you think this 
is a good time to quit?” 

“I got three minutes more, Eli,” I said. 
I smiled a little. “Don’t worry, Eli. I won 
some of my fights.” - 

When the Champ came out for the sec- 
ond round, I met him with a left hook that 
straightened him and made him back up. 
I followed and scored with another left and 
then a right cross. 

I pushed him out of a clinch and saw a 
flicker in his eyes. It was like he wasn’t 
sure about me any more. 

I pounded his body and then switched to 
his head. He blinked when I found him 
with a good straight right. 

I measured him and threw another right, 
faster and harder than I thought I could. 
It caught him on the side of the jaw and 
he went down. 

Ken waited until I got to a neutral corner 
and then began a slow count. 

The Champ was on his feet at six, but 
he didn’t look so eager any more. 

I went for him and we stood toe to toe, 
slugging it out. He threw about two 
punches to one of mine, but mine were 
harder. A lot harder. 

He broke away and backed up. I fol- 
lowed and put a lot of muscle behind a left 
hook that dropped him again. 

He rolled over and I thought he’d be able 
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lot of card games, and I’ve shot crap in the 
Army and on living-room floors. But I’ve 
never been in a gambling casino. What 
should I do and what should I avoid?” 

We still had a couple of hours for our 
trip, so I told him what I could. 


he big hotels on the “Strip” just outside 
BL of Las Vegas are like resort hotels: 
handsome, well-furnished rooms, a well- 
kept swimming pool, shops and restaurants. 
Everything is what it should be for the 
convenience of the guests. 
The main dining room is also a theater. 
We had already discussed that. 
Just past the lobby, on the way to the 


dining room, is the casino, well lighted, air- 
conditioned, lined with slot machines, and 
full of equipment for the other games. 

There are four main ways to gamble in 
the casinos—slot machines, roulette, dice 
(craps) and blackjack. Some of the hotel 
casinos in town offer other games, such as 
various forms of bingo and a wonderfully 
complicated kind of rummy, called Pan- 
guigne. Since Cousin Henry wanted to stay 
on the Strip, we discussed only the four 
‘main games. 

Slot machines are pretty much the same 
all over the country. You insert a dime, or 
quarter, or dollar, yank on the handle and 
wait for the spinning dials to stop. 

No skill is necessary. Each machine is 


to make the count easy. But then I looked 
at his eyes and I saw he wasn’t going to try, 
I think -I shook my head.* He wasn’t really 
achamp. Not to me. 

The bell rang at the count of eight and I 
looked at Max at the gong. He’d made it 
a two-minute round and we both knew it. 

I turned and went back to my corner and 
waited. The Champ’s seconds began ‘tak- 
ing off his gloves. 

I held out my hands to Eli. “All right. 
You can take mine off, too. I’m done here.” 

When I left the ring with Eli, he was 
grinning, 

“I guess I'd better quit my job now,” 
I said. 

He kept grinning. “You think you got 
a choice?” 

When we were inside the lodge, I sat 
down and rested. “Eli,” I said after a while, 


“I never thought about it before, but I’m | 


really lonely,” 

“We're all lonely, Gillie.” 

“I know,” I said. “But with people like 
me and Jenny it’s a different kind of loneli- 
ness. Youre my friend, Eli, but I think 
you feel sorry for me. That’s why I’m lone- 
ly, Eli, even when I got friends.” 

Eli didn’t say anything. 

“You know, Eli,” I said. “I always 
thought that Max and the Champ were my 
friends. I don’t think so now. I think they 
never liked me.” 

Eli had a funny smile that made him 
look a lot older than thirty-five. 

After I dressed and packed, I went to 
Mr. Hanson’s house. Jenny was sitting on 
the porch steps and I think she was wait- 
ing for me. 


Her eyes went to my face. “You got . 


hurt again, Gillie.” 

“I beat him, Jenny,” I said. “And every- 
body knows it. That makes me the Champ, 
even if it happened in a training camp.” 

“That’s true, Gillie,” she said. Her voice 
was low. “Are you going away now?” 

“Would you miss me if I did, Jenny?” 

Her eyes met mine. “Oh, yes, Gillie. I’d 
miss you very, very much.” 

I was quiet while I thought a little. 
“Jenny,” I said. “A lot of people feel sorry 
for me.” 

Jenny’s eyes got big in surprise. “But 
why, Gillie? You’re the World Champion, 
And you tan.drive a car and talk to people 
and all those things.” 

She looked at me and smiled. 

It was the most beautiful smile in the 
world and I knew that we would never say 
good-bye, ee e 


carefully regulated to pay out a certain 
percentage of what is fed into it. If you 
stick with the same machine for hours on 
end, you’re bound to lose. If you scatter 
coins into many different machines, you 
might just happen to be lucky enough to hit 
jackpots and get more out than you put in. 

The house “edge” is the thing to watch 
out for in roulette, dice and blackjack. In 
the long run, this is what controls how 
much you lose. Briefly, the house has an 
advantage of 5.26 per cent in roulette; 1.4 
per cent in craps, and less than one per 
cent in blackjack, 

This means that you need fantastically 
good luck to win at roulette. You can win 
at craps with only moderately good luck. 


